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The Lake Creek Historical Society hosted its first annual Cowboy 
Days on May 2, 2004. Many local ranch people brought their brands, burning 
them onto display boards to become a permanent part of the community’s his- 
tory. After a potluck held at Red Rock Cowboy Church, Mike Reinertsen, Asso- 
ciate Pastor of that church and Master of Ceremonies for the event, shared some 
cowboy poetry. Recently deceased community members, Tom Tibbets, Leonard 
Bradshaw, and Jody Walch were remembered with stories. Talented local cow- 
boy musicians, Dan and Carol Neilson, Dan Pietila, Mert Thomson, Mike 
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Above: Horse Thief Moon — pencil drawing by Teresa Schleigh 
Left: Michael Reinertsen branding a board at Cowboy Days 
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Edna Kent’s Life Story 
by Jeannie Bruce 

arliest memories? Well, | was born one of nine chil- 
dren on a ranch in South Dakota in 1908. Before I started school my 
dad was hauling a load of coal and driving down a steep hill when 
his heavy old wagon hit the horses legs, making them bolt and upset 
their load. Sadly, Dad’s passenger was killed. Everything had to be 
done at home in those days, so they laid this poor man in a casket in 
our living room. I was just big enough to pecp over the edge of that 
big box. It was the first dead person I'd scen. | glanced in and saw 
that he didn’t fill the whole box: there was still a lithe room right 
beside him. | made up my mind right then and there that if anything 
ever happened to Dad, | was going to go right into the casket with 
him, and nobody would even know | was there, I would be with my 
dad no matter what! That stayed in my mind for years, and it always 
made me wonder later what strange things my own little boys might 
be thinking. 

“[ saw my first car in 1912 before I turned six. It was a 
thrilling sight! My dad took my sister and me on our first train ride 
to see relatives in Iowa around that time. When we changed trains | 
hing I'd never seen before. I can re- 


“My ¢ 


saw a woman smoking—somet 
collect feeling ill and thinking, “Oh, how awful!” 

“] remember one time my Grandpa, an intimidating man, 
came to visit. He sported a huge white mustache, and his manner 
terrified us children. My oldest brother was in a field shocking wheat 
when a rattlesnake reached out and bit him. Grandpa panicked and 
went running for help on foot. | watched in horror as my brother’s 
tongue swelled in his mouth. Dad readied the horse to rush him to 
the hospital. 1 just knew he was going to die. Dad left and nobody 
could find poor Grandpa. He just disappeared. We sent out a search 
party and 1 finally found him, lost and wandering, in a neighbor’s 
comfield. He didn’t seem so scary anymore. My brother spent three 
days in the hospital, but he recovered nicely. 

“A river ran through our property providing us with lots of 
entertainment—there were no televisions back then. Everyone 
owned ice skates and sleds, and we neighbor kids always took de- 
light in outdoor parties and bonfires, playing Run Sheep Run and 
other games. When somebody had a birthday, everybody attended 
the party. The boys would get together and buy one present and the 

girls another. | remember getting a pen and ink to go with beautiful 
stationary. | never missed church dances or veteran’s dances. The 
theater was tun too. Clark Gable sure was handsome. 

“All we kids had lots of chores, but they were never a bur- 
den: we just did them. We milked. did housework, cooked and gar- 
dened. One time the potatoes were up and looking beautiful when 
we left for town, but when we came home they were stripped bare. 
The grasshoppers had come, just like the plague in the Bible. Fence 
posts, covered with their crawling bodies, were twice as thick as 
normal, Those locusts darkened the sky in an unnatural black cloud. 

“We always went to church, even when we were sick, be- 
cause they had outdoor services then, and we could keep our dis- 
tance from other people. Then, in 1918, the killing flu struck. At first 
we didn’t know how bad it was going to be. My sister and I were 
staying at my Uncle's and we both got it. Folks would come to see 
us, but they'd have to talk through a window. Recovering, we ar- 
rived home to see everybody had it there, except my mom. So many 
mothers contracted that flu while taking care of their family mem- 
bers. and they died. It lasted a year, and before it was done twenty 

million people died in the epidemic, more than all the people that 
died in the First World War. Thank the Lord we didn’t loose any- 


body in my family. 


“Once in a while we'd have terrible s ; 

cellars for storing vegetables, but scpedully for ue a uy 

; a er during 
a storm. One time Dad and | were off to get water—we hauled i a 
barrels then—and got caught in a bad storm. When we fi il a 
rived home we found Mom and the kids trapped in the collanee i 
thing fell pinning the door. They were sure glad to see us ‘a 

“Dad was stubborn and he refused to go into a stom celli 
even for a tornado. When | was off to school a tornado flatted he 
house. Nobody was badly hurt, but Dad, who always stood ne : me 
barn door in a storm, saw the house fly way up into the sk oa 
come down leaving nothing but rubble. sae 

“1 did a quirky thing whenever we needed to climb into th 
cellar. | always ran to put on clean clothes and wash up. During a 
storm, as | washed my face in the kitchen sink, lightning sniektte 
house. It came down through the ceiling and a cupboard in the 
kitchen, missing me, and then out the wall. Some siding flew off 
nearly hitting my brother. It started a raging fire, like a gasoline fi 
The whole family worked desperately to put that fire out. 4 

“Dad was super, the best guy in the world. He loved his 
kids, all nine of us. He befriended everyone, and he didn’t have an 
enemy in the world. He loved playing cards. If we had no com A 
he’d play with us kids for hours. He was always bringing sonnere 
home for dinner, so my mom never knew exactly whom she a 
cooking for. Mom was quicter and more reserved than Dad. She 
made friends for life. Mom and Dad’s personalities complimented 
each other. 

“Our first schoolhouse was made of sod, built on land that 
Dad donated. Later, we kept our farm but moved to town so that the 
older kids could go to high school. I walked to a Catholic school 
even when it was very cold. Finally, in sixth grade, my dad bought a 
new farm where we rode horseback nine miles to school. I stayed a 
town again for high school and graduated in 1926 as valedictorian of 
my class. 

: “I taught school for three years after getting my teacher's 
certificate. It was a country school with about a dozen kids, some of 
them bigger than me. Only one girl ever really gave me antic She 
insisted on using the poker to curl her hair each morning. . 

“I admired a sweet neighbor lady who was a nurse. At six 
years old | decided I wanted to become one just like her. She lived in 
a nice little house and I thought she had a wonderful life. From then 
on I always knew | was going to be a nurse and a teacher. | could 
have gotten married right out of high school but decided absolutely 
no! I had to get my teacher’s certificate and my nursing degree first. 

“Nursing school was really hard. Everyone said it would be. 
My sister teased me saying, “Okay, I'll see ya’ home in six months.” 
I remember thinking, “You’re not seeing me in six months. I’m go- 
ing through no matter what!” There were lots of times I would have 
quit, but determination kept me going. Nurses had to work for 
twelve hours, and go to classes, too. I received surprisingly good 
grades. After getting my RN, I worked at Cook County Hospital in 
Chicago. Five hundred nurses lived in our home. I specialized in OB 
and gynecology, so it was babies, babies, and more babies! We aver- 
aged 300 babies a month. | delivered lots myself. When calling the 
interns at night to come for a delivery, they’d say, “Don’t call us 
until you see the whites of their eyes!” I worked there for two years 
and then left for California to stay with my sister. 

“Kenny and I knew each other in grade school. He was my 
brother’s best friend, and because his folks ran a bakery, a café, and 
were so busy, he spent half his time at our place. I dated him a few 
times, but not seriously. Once when I came home from college he 
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Was taking a teacher to a dance, but ended up taking both of us. He 
visited me a few times at college. When I moved to California some- 
body had a talk with him and told him he'd better go after mc, so he 
moved to California, too. We didn’t get married until | was 28. The 
thing I liked most about Kenny was he was so clean. He just had to 
be scrubbed all the time. I just sort of... well, I liked it really well. 

“We lived in Concord and raised our sons, Clark, Bob and 
Jack. Kenny worked as a power shovel operator for an oil company, 
but he only did that for a living. He used to say his head was always 
hanging over the fence. Horses were his love. He was a cowboy at 
heart. Many of his early years were spent working cattle for a big 
company in Omaha. Kenny also loved art. Ever since he was a little 
kid he liked to draw, and the two, horses and art, always ended up 
working together somchow. He had attended Minneapolis Art 
School for a year, and then he took classes after we were married. 
He did that for 31 years. He showed his art in San Francisco, Tahoe, 
the local banks and places around Concord. All the time Kenny took 
classes, I'd take different ones, too. I] took typing, psychology, nutri- 
tion, personality types, and many different things. It was always fun 
and interesting. 

“I worked part time through the years in a baby clinic, at a 
doctor’s office, and as a private duty nurse. I spent most of my time 
raising my boys. The neighbors called me Doctor Kent. They would 
come to me with shoulder pains and what not. I gave one lady al- 
lergy shots for years. She still picks me up for our ladies club meet- 
ing, which we’ve been attending for 55 years now. Some neighbors 
insisted I come to the hospital and care for their mom who had a 
hysterectomy. They were so grateful. I didn’t tell them how worried 
I was—scared for the lady. 

“One time Jack and a friend were riding a motorcycle and 
somebody strung a barbwire across the trail. Jack’s friend had his 
throat cut. They came running in and I fixed him up. He didn’t cut 
an artery. 

“My boy Clark told me one time that I didn’t ever have to 
worry about getting old because he would always be there to care for 
me. It was a year later, when he was 34 years old, that he was driv- 
ing his motorcycle and a car pulled out in front of him. It broke his 
neck and he died. It seems like it just happened yesterday. He was 
such a good boy; so good to me. That was the saddest day of my life 
and | still cry whenever I think of him. 

“Kenny’s brother’s wife was a sister to Tom Tibbits who 
lived near Lake Creek, so we visited this country often. We’d bring 
the children and camp every summer at Fish Lake or Lake of the 
Woods. We finally bought the old Milo Conley place from Tom, on 
highway 140. There was a cabin that was barely livable. We moved 
in November of ’68. That year we had ten inches of snow. The snow 
bank was as high as the window, and our outside dog loved it be- 
cause he could sit and look right into our livingroom. Our car was 
parked in the driveway and we didn’t get it up to the cabin from De- 
cember to March. We put up the new cabin the next summer. 

“After moving here we joined the Grange and met the 
Bruces, Gardeners, Walches, Daleys and did lots of visiting back 
and forth. That was the same year they built the new Highway 140. 
The kids were grown but would come up each fall and help us put 
wood up for the winter. Kenny would say so many times, “He never 
thought to be closer to heaven than he was right here.” I liked the 
wide-open spaces best, too. 

“We always had company, even when we lived in the little 
cabin. Sometimes folks slept outside in their sleeping bags because 
there certainly wasn’t room inside. We’d visit with the Fish Lake 


people, and they'd come visit us. When they saw us coming on a 
Saturday afternoon they'd start playing “Sioux City Sue,” and we’d 
all start dancing. Kenny and | were both outgoing. We’d make 
friends wherever we went. We knew Oregon was home when we 
attended a picnic at Grants Pass and knew all 65 people there. 

“Kenny’s mother would say, “We ought to call this place 
Hospitality!” because somebody was always stopping in. Folks 
would be out of water, or oil, or gas, or something, or be broken 
down. I remember Kenny getting up at one in the morning and open- 
ing the gate for a family that had hit a rock and blown a tire. He 
brought the whole family to the house and I fixed them breakfast. 
They were on their way to Idaho. The wife was going to have an- 
other baby and I thought by the way she looked, she was going to 
have it right there. 

“Kenny’s mother came from Norway and, oh, she could 
bake—such a hard worker! When Kenny was growing up she did all 
the baking for their café and bakery. Her kids helped but she did 
most everything. Kenny’s dad just sat at the cash register looking 
important. She made bread and pies and cakes and cooked at the 
café besides. She towered over me, even when she died at 109, her 
back just straight as a stick. She’d spend the summers here with us, 
sun bathing in her bikini on the deck. That was something to see at 
100 years old. Kenny would yell to her that those Bruce boys were 
riding in through the pasture and she’d min and hide. She always 
walked for exercise and she loved to play cards. 

“We attended church every Sunday in Shady Cove before 
going out to eat. After fixing Sunday dinner for 50 years, I retired. In 
the restaurants, Kenny would draw pictures on the napkins for the 
waitresses, or for cranky children, to cheer them up. One family told 
us that they were from England and they were going to hang their 
napkins on their walls when they got home. Waitresses would offer 
free pie if they could keep the pictures. He’d say, “I'll let you keep 
this one if you give me another napkin.” 

“We did lots of traveling—to Alaska twice, Hawaii, Can- 
ada, Europe and all over he States, taking cruises and bus trips. Then 
Kenny got cancer in the fall of 88. He died on January 13" of ’89, 
just 4 days after his birthday. Since then I bought an apartment in 
Walnut Creek near my children, where I live the rest of the year. | 
still come up here for the summers. One summer there were only 10 
days that I didn’t have company. 

“We still don’t have electricity at our cute little cabin, and 
we’ve been trying all these years. The power comes to about a mile 
and a quarter below us and 6 miles above us. For some reason the 
lines never join. We finally bought this big Owen generator that 
lights up the whole countryside. I still think our place is just next 
door to perfect.” 

On April 22, 2004, 
at 94 years old, Edna Kent 
passed away peacefully at 
home with her loved ones 
present. Edna had a won- 
derful life and was a signifi- 
cant member of the Lake 
Creek community. Her and 
Kenny’s quaint cabin home 
will remain in the memories 
of many people as a place 
of warmth, comfort and 
hospitality. They were an 
important part of our local 
history. 
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The Rose Garden — Memories of Edna Kent 
by Carol Rullamas 

Of all the flowers in the garden, | would choose the rose to 
describe my friend Edna. She has left a lasting fragrance of beauty. | 
am so grateful to have known her, and by spending days in “her gar- 
den” my life has become richer. 

We've had many tea parties together over the last twenty- 
five years where I’ve enjoyed Edna, as well as being taught by her. 
This last year the Lord impressed upon me, “Tea Parties with a pur- 
pose.” So today the tea parties | enjoy with my little girls are much 
like those I've had with Edna. Only I try to bring a specific character 
trait or value into them that we act out. This is very fun and helps us 
to remember the traits even more. 

I wish | had written down the valuable lessons I’ve learned 
from Edna. I'm trying to remember them, and as 1 do, ’'m writing 
them so my girls will have them too. 

One thing that stands out most vividly from my time with 
Edna is the life lesson of contentment. Contentment where you are 
today, for tomorrow may very well change. We all have weeds, yes, 
but we also have roses. Let’s focus on the roses and enjoy our walk 
through the Garden of Life today. 

Edna was like a mother/grandmother to me. She was a dear 
friend. 1 will miss her and already do, but I will hold onto her 
“talking teacups” and her beautiful fragrance that she leaves behind. 


Lake Creek Rural Fire Department History 

The following contains excerpts from a letter sent on Au- 
gust 30", 1989, to residents of Lake Creek from the Lake Creek Rur- 
al Fire District Board of Directors: Steve Nelson, Ed Kupillas, Dick 
McCulloch, Victor Gardener, and Susan Shoemaker concerning the 
history and future goals of the Lake Creek Fire Department. 

The Jackson County Board of Commissioners ordered the 
initiation for the formation of the Lake Creek Rural Fire District on 
October 14, 1981. The articles of Association were signed in April, 
1983, by the five original board members. The district was formed to 
fight structure fires in homes and outbuildings. 

The fire district consists of 105 sections of land in approxi- 
mately a ten-mile radius, the focal point being the Lake Creek Store 
and firchouse. There are about two hundred and fifty residences in 
the district, two commercial buildings, the Lake Creek Store and 
Brownsboro Tavem, two publicly used buildings, the Grange Hall 
and the Lake Creek Community Building, and four historical build- 
ings, including the Covered Bridge on Lost Creek Road. The fire- 
house is leased from the current owners for one dollar a year. 

The fire district has operated since its inception (to fiscal 
year 1986-1987) solely on donations, fundraisers, matching funds, 
and fire fighting service fees. (Monies received to date are listed in 
the letter.) Operating the Department on such sporadic and meager 
funds has proven very difficult. The board of directors decided to let 
the residents choose whether to have a tax base, of $12,500.00, 
voted in for fiscal year 87/88. The residents would be assessed at 
$1.00 per thousand. 

In April 1983 a 1948 GMC 350 gallon grass rig pumper 
was purchased as the first piece of equipment. In addition, the fire 
district now owns and operates a 1952 Maxim 750 gallon pumper, a 
$00 gallon Ford LeFrance pumper, a 1954 3500 GMC tanker, and a 
1965 200 gallon Dodge Power Wagon. The Maxim and Ford are at 
the firehouse, the tanker at the Brownsboro Tavern, the GMC at 
Gerilynn Watson’s on Obenchain Road, and the Dodge Power 
Wagon is at Susan Shoemaker’s on South Fork. All vehicles can be 
activated quickly by fire fighters who live nearby. 


The Lake Creek Store, the firehouse, and the community 
building, all being within 100 feet of each other, are the focal point 
for the department. The firehouse can only accommodate two pieces 
of equipment plus a small storage area. The Lake Creek Store serves 
as our communications base station, and the Community Hall pro- 
vides us with an inside training area. 

The fire department is activated by a call to 911, which 
calls the Lake Creek Store. The store calls a voice pager and two 
residents, and they call the phone tree. At present we have twelve 
active volunteer fire fighters, four of whom are equipped with new 
voice pagers. All our vehicles have radios and can communicate 
with the base station at the Store. 

We have training classes and drills in the Community Hall. 
It is very difficult and uncomfortable, especially in the winter, as 
heating and lighting are minimal. Drills outside are more than ade- 
quate in good weather months, but winter ts cold, muddy and wet. 
The firehouse has a gravel floor, bad wiring, minimal insulation that 
does not prevent freezing, small storage space, no bathroom or water 
facilities, and no room to get around the trucks. 

At the forming of the district, this area was classed as an 
ISO (Insurance Services Office) for commercial risk rate of Class 
10, which is basically no fire protection. Fire insurance was high. 
After purchasing a pumper and doing improvements we were reclas- 
sified as Class 9, saving residents approximately 16% on insurance 
costs. We are trying to qualify as a Class 8 for residents within a 
five-mile radius of the fire station, but improvements are needed. 
Our immediate goal is to recruit more volunteers, provide better 
training facilities, improve public relations with district patrons, and 
to be a small rural volunteer fire department that everyone can be 
proud of. 


Lake Creek Fire Department Board Members—1981 to present 
Gary Hosking, Ben Humphries, Suzanne Kulick, Darlene 
McCulloch, Relfe Patterson, Peggy Beggs, Susan Shoemaker, Victor 
Gardener, Ralph Wehinger, Maxine (Eastman) Jackson, Jan 
McMullins, Dan Wilkins, Ed Kupillas, Richard McCulloch, Steve 
Nelson, Herb Hoepner, Chuck Bruce, Mitch Herbert, Gary Guill, 
Georgina Kennedy, Dave Thompson, Robert Lacy, Colin Bancroft, 
Barbara Ure, Linda Wallace, Jack Harroun, Christine Reising, Gary 
Seitz, and Patricia Whitney. (Taken from LCFD records.) 


Lake Creek Rural Fire Department 
by Christine Reising 

LCRFD hired Mike Hall to serve as the district's part time 
office manager after Susan Shoemaker retired. When Jim Ledford 
resigned as fire chief in 2001, Mike agreed to take on the responsi- 
bilities of chief, also a part time position. The district is exception- 
ally fortunate to have Mike, since he has extensive professional fire 
fighting experience and management skills. He has secured several 
state and federal grants that have enabled the district to upgrade 
breathing apparatuses, wildland firefighting gear, and other equip- 
ment. Most recently the district purchased a small wildland fire 
truck so that it can respond more efficiently to grass fires. 

Because of increasingly complex federal and state regula- 
tions and the paper work demands that accompany them, paid dis- 
trict personnel also include a part-time administrative aide, Rhonda 
Hussey. Rhonda's husband Mike, a fire fighter with Jackson County 
Fire District #3, serves as an on-call duty officer when needed. 

Through the efforts of Chief Hall, Rhonda Hussey and resi- 
dent LaDonna Guill, the fire department has an emergency notifica- 
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tion phone tree in place. In the event of a wildfire within district 
boundaries, affected residents who have signed up for this service 
will be contacted with information about fire status. If you are not 
yet part of this service and wish to join, contact the department at 
826-2163. 

What the district needs most are volunteers to serve as fire 
fighters. Without volunteers, Lake Creek Rural Fire District could 
not exist. Volunteers respond to fire emergencies within the dis- 
trict. These invaluable people are trained to perform specific fire 
fighting activities. Chief Hall can explain what the Rogue Commu- 
nity College initial fire-fighting course entails. He also offers a 
weekly class or drill on Thursdays. They are usually held at the Lake 
Creek Station. Chief Hall can be reached at 826-2163 or 601-0555. 

LCRFD depends heavily on its residents to take fire preven- 
live measures. Every home needs to be equipped with one or more 
smoke alarms. Upstairs bedrooms should have window ladders and 
families need to practice exiting the home quickly. As summer ap- 
proaches, residents can make their homes and outbuildings as fire 
resistant as possible by clearing leaves and needles out of rain gut- 
ters, removing combustibles from sides of buildings and from under 
porches and decks, blocking all openings where embers might col- 
lect, and screening attic and foundation vents. We are here to serve 
you and to make our community a better place to live. 

Current President — Christine Reising, Vice President — 
Gary Seitz, Secretary/Treasurer — Linda Wallace, Board Members — 
Barbara Ure, and Patricia Whitney, Fire Chief — Mike Hall, Admin- 
istrative Assistant — Rhonda Hussey. Current volunteer Firemen; 
Fred Hoefnagel, Mike Hussey, Selso Gomez, Albert Kyne, Dan Wil- 
kins, Colin McCoy, and Travis Daniels. 


Lake Creek Volunteer Firefighters 1981 to present 

Dan Wilkins, Bill Grimm, Greg Hansson, Mitch Herbert, 
Fred Hoefnagel, Kendra House, Michael Hyland, Stevn Kukert, Ed 
Kupillas, Robert Lacy, Aaron Rullamas, Robert Rowe, Julie Thomp- 
son, Dave Thompson, Georgina Kennedy, David Bryant, Susan 
Shoemaker, Thomas Edeliant, Trevor Bruce, Adam Wehinger, Don 
Garrison, Kurt Heoptner, Brian Marguard, Brett Jensen, James 
Ledford, Aaron Backus, Shea Dale, Sonia Herbert, Tom Leadford, 
Colin McCoy, Dan Pietila, Barbara Ure, Selso Gomez, Travis 
Daniels, Albert Kyne, Mike Hall, and Mike Hussey. (Someone may 
have been missed due to incomplete files.) 


Leonard Bradshaw— November 1911 to September 2003 

Leonard Bradshaw, born November 23, 1911, to Ira Lee 
Bradshaw and Nora Charley Bradshaw, bought his first ranch at 
Lake Creek at the age of seventeen. He and his younger brother 
Merton lived their lives tn the Eagle 
Point area. Leonard raised Hereford 
cattle and took part in many cattle 
drives. He served the community as a 
District 9 School Board member, a 
director at the First State Bank in Ea- 
gle Point, and he was heavily in- 
volved in 4H. He was a member of 
the Cattlemen’s Association and the 
Medford Elks Lodge. 

Leonard married Gwen Bro- 
phy in 1930 and they had three chil- 
dren, Betty, Dick and Judy. Leonard 
Leonard Bradshaw—74 yrs, Sold the ranch and moved to Eagle Point 


following the death of their son Dick in 
1952. After a divorce he married Millie 
(Myer) Pettegrew who died in 1990, 
Millie had three children: Lee, Charles 
(Bud), and Shirley. 

Leonard had a great sense of 
humor. He loved to tease and tell stories 
of the good ol’ days. He tried to act 
tough but his bark was worse than his 
bite. He enjoyed gardening and tending 
the new calves he bought each year. He 
also loved to hunt and, in the later years 
when it was harder for him to get 
around, the family always put him on a 
stand. He loved going for car rides any- 
where, anytime, but especially up to the 


Leonard on Shorty 1940 
mountains around Dead Wood, to his old cattle lease. 

The holidays always found Leonard’s house filled with kids 
and grandkids. The noisy crowd enjoyed food and drinks, and lots of 
fun. Leonard passed away at ninety-one years in September, 2003. 


Memories of Leonard Bradshaw 
by Buck Walch 

After my father died when I was nine years old, I decided to 
make Leonard Bradshaw my new idol. I had known Leonard all my 
life. We both lived on ranches a few miles apart in the Lake Creek 
area. All my uncles were helpful, but there was only eleven years 
difference in Leonard’s and my age, so we became very close. We 
always helped each other out. 

Leonard was on the school board and the Eagle Point State 
Bank board. Meetings were important to him and he’d drop every- 
thing to go. When Leonard worked he was all business, but after the 
work was done, he’d show his jolly side: He was great with kids and 
always helped his neighbors. 

I like to say that Leonard broke me of gambling. We always 


~ bet on boxing bouts. Joe Lewis always won the bouts and Leonard 


always bet on Joe Lewis. After Leonard took all my money, I de- 
cided it was time to quit betting. 

Every time I'd meet Leonard, we’d have a wrestle. Well, 
the last time Leonard rubbed my face in the dirt. I decided it was 
time to quit. I never got as good as Leonard at wrestling, but I think I 
won most all of our horse races. 

At that time Leonard, Lee, and Merton had a herd of regis- 
tered cattle. There were two other purebred herds in the area owned 
by Floyd Charley and Mike Hanley. Floyd Charley accompanied 
Leonard to Hilt, California, where Leonard bought about fifteen 
head of Hereford cattle. Floyd took a saddle with him and bought 
himself a Morgan horse. The men drove the cattle from Hilt to the 
ranch in Lake Creek, taking turns riding the Morgan and walking. It 
was quite a trip. 

There was a time 
when we ranchers all drove 
our cattle to a stockyard in 
Central Point near the train 
where they’d be shipped. 
People lived in tents along 
the railroad track, and 
sometimes those cattle got 
into their yards. Leonard 
would round them up and, 


Buck and Leonard — 1975 
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even though the women met him with brooms, he’d never let it 
bother him, just laugh and go on his way. 

Leonard was a good cowboy. | rode with him until he re- 
tired. There were no trucks in those days, to haul cattle back and 
forth to the mountains, so one morning we left at two-thirty in the 
moming, riding our horses up to Howard Prairie looking for strays. 
We arrived at three in the afternoon and it was cold. We got our 
horses around a long yearling and a two-year-old heifer to bring 
them home, but they were wild and fought our horses. We managed 
to get them to Charley Lindsey’s barn, and those omery animals 
even fought the hay we fed them. 

Sleeping the 
night at the Dead 
Wood house, Leonard 
and I got up early the 
next morning. We let 
the cattle out of the 
barn and they took off 
in different directions. 
We each roped one 
then tied them to- 
gether to keep them 
on the trail. They 
stayed that way until 
we ran out of snow, 
and then we cut them 
apart. Immediately 
they separated and 
away We all went in different directions. Leonard and | never saw 
each other again until I got to Dead Indian Camp where I finally 
roped mine. Leonard had his roped and tied to some brush farther 
down from camp. He'd had a hard time. His horse was so tired it 
was falling down. We left them there and got my pickup to take 
them home. We all survived the two long days, cows, horses and 
men. | guess you could say, “Those were the good old days.” 

When saying goodbye to Leonard I'd always say, “I'll be 
seeing you, Leonard.” And he'd always say, “I'll be waitin’.” Leo- 
nard, you will not be forgotten. 


Leonard Bradshaw's nineticth birthday 
With long time friend Buck Walch 


Jody Walch — December 1926 to November 2003 

Jody Walch was bor Bessie Jo Simmons in Arizona on 
December 17. 1926. Her family came to the Rogue Valley in the late 
1940's, largely on the strength of glowing descriptions of the area 
from long time friends of the family, Ozie and Arthur Burrill, who 
had settled in Lake Creek. 

Jody was intro- 
duced to her future hus- 
band, Willard Walch Sr., 
while attending a_ social 
function at the Lake Creek 
Grange Hall. They were 
married in December, 
1947, at Medford. 

Jody loved base- 
ball and instilled a love of 
sports in her children, 
playing with them in the 
field at the family’s home. 
As her children grew and 
became involved in organ- 
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ized sports, she supported their efforts wholeheartedly. Jody also 
encouraged them in 4-H and became a leader and co-leader of clubs 
for 24 years. During this time, she worked tirelessly on 4-H commit- 
tees in Jackson County to give children the opportunity to belong to 
an organization she believed in so strongly. 

Jody was also a PTA member, as well as a member and 
office holder of the Lake Creek Grange. She loved nature and be- 
longed to the International Wildlife Federation and the Audubon 
Society. She belonged to the Friends of the Library, devoting many 
hours reading to children. 

After her children left home, Jody went to work at White 
City Intermediate School as an educational aide. She worked there 
for 12 years, becoming affectionately known to the children as 
Grandma. The education and welfare of children was always her 
passion. She found ways to involve them in all the activities she en- 
joyed including: fishing, bird watching, rock hunting, baseball, 
cooking, classical music, and watching the Olympics. Her favorite 
Olympic event was ice-skating. She loved the beauty and romance 
of this competition, often being moved to tears by the performances. 

Jody was U- EE 
flinching in the face of 
adversity and unwavering 
in the defense of princi- 
ples she believed in. She 
set a high standard for 
herself and encouraged 
others by her example. 
Her contributions to the 
community she lived in 
are a legacy which con- 
tinues through those 
whose lives she touched. 
Jody is most remembered 
for her great love of all 
children, and they loved 
her in return. She was a 
loving and generous wife, 
mother, grandmother and 
friend. 


~ Jody and Willard Walch 


Virginia Bruce — September 1918 to January 2000 , 

Virginia Lesh Bruce was born in Pasadena, California, in 
1918. Her parents moved to the Mojave Desert near Lancaster Where 
she completed high school and two years of college. She received 
her nurse’s training from Hunting Memorial Hospital in California. 
In 1944, Virginia married Robert Bruce of Hemet, California. They 
both worked hard in their apricot orchard and drying yard. Robert 
also raised wheat, carrots, squash, and watermelons. Virginia 
worked as a special duty nurse and cared for their six children. 

The Bruce family bought the Zundle ranch in Lake Creek in 
1962. Virginia worked for Doctor Wayne Roberts in Central Point. 
Selling the ranch in 1972, they built their dream home on Gardener 
Road in Lake Creek. Robert passed away on January 1*, 1989. 

Virginia painted seascapes and wrote poetry. Her flower 
gardens were extensive, and she was an avid photographer. She 
loved the Lord and attended Brownsboro Community Church. Her 
artwork was never for sale, but she did consent to participate in two 
Lake Creek art shows. Every piece is now lovingly exhibited in 
homes of her family. Virginia passed away in January, 2002, after 
loosing a valiant struggle with cancer. 


(Continued on page 7) 
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Virginia’s daughters, Laurie and Anita Bruce, live in For- 
tuna, California, with their spouses, and Steve Bruce, her son, lives 
in Klamath Falls. Steve and his wife, Julie, are pioneer reenactors 
and they bring their covered wagon or stagecoach to join our histori- 
cal society’s History Daze celebration. 


Virginia Bruce with her grandchildren on her 80th birthday 


Three of Virginia’s children reside in Lake Creek. Bill 
Bruce works at the airport in Medford and lives on Gardener Road. 
He has a small ranch and a team of draft horses. His son, Kevin, is in 
the military, and his married daughter, Krissy, lives in Medford. 

Rosanne Bruce Leadford and her husband, Chuck, moved 
from Arizona to a small place on South Fork. Rosanne is worship 
leader for Butte Creek Baptist Church in Eagle Point. She enjoys 
singing and has lovely gatherings in the park for the Lake Creek 
community. Chuck is retired from the army and works at the VA 
Domiciliary. Both their sons, John and Tom, are in the military. 

Chuck Bruce, with his wife, Jeannie, returned to Lake 
Creek from Canada in 1989 to manage Cascade Ranch. They call 
ranch headquarters home. Chuck was a Lake Creek Fire Department 
board member for many years and still sits on the Budget Commit- 
tee. Both Chuck and Jeannie are Lake Creek Historical Society 
board members. Jeannie is responsible for the LCHS newsletter. 
They raise Norwegian Fjord horses and you’ll sometimes see Chuck 
driving his horse and carriage to Red Rock Cowboy Church. 

Chuck and Jeannie’s children grew up in Lake Creek. Caleb 
lives in Coquille with his wife and son. Tanaya and Albert Kyne, an 
employee of Providence Hospital and The Manor in Medford, live 
on Gardener Road with their three children, Micah, Savannah, and 
Jerusha. Trevor lives in Lake Creek and works for Keiser Surveying. 
Shahala lives in Medford. 

Robert and Virginia loved the quiet country lifestyle that 
Lake Creek offered. They were good neighbors in the true Lake 
Creek tradition. The following is a poem written by Virginia. 


Grain Washed 
2 like to see high rain-washed skies 
When great gray clouds have gone... 


CGind left the feel of good, clean earth 
With glstening sun upon 


Che wet green leaves and datk tree trunks, 
Cftnd blades of slender gtass 
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Chat push up through the puddles where 
Gpilled cain ls mixrored glass. 


Che fragrance of the washed off woods 
I captured in the air; 

Cind sunlight falling thru the trees 

2s sparkling everywhere. 


2 like to see high tain-washed skies 
Cthove a wooded knoll... 

Qts freshness surges through me til 
2 have a vain-washed soul. 


Virginia a pruce 


Seascape painted by Virginia Bruce 


Tom Tibbets — 1918 to 2004 
by Wayne Marshall 

Thomas Tibbets, long time pioneer, homesteader, and resi- 
dent of Lake Creek, died last February in a car accident. Tom was 
born in 1918, on a farm in Blue Eye Missouri, the son of Dillard and 
Susan McCollough Tibbets. He served in the United States Army 
during World War II. After his discharge from Fort Leonard Wood 
Missouri, he moved to Oregon in 1941 to work with his brother, 
Estes Tibbets, in the timber industry. 

In 1946 Tom Purchased a homestead from Milo Conley on 
the North Fork of Little Butte Creek for $2,500 (it is now the Kent 
property). He cut wood and split cedar fence posts to help pay for it. 


(Continued on page 8) 
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His brother Earl and family lived with him on the homestead for a 
brief time and helped him log some of the timber. Hala Tibbits Mar- 
shall, my mother, is a cousin of Tom's. The road up the North 
Fork, which is now Highway 140, was nothing but a dry weather 
access road from C2 on up to the homestead, so in the winter Tom 
would stay with my family at Brownsboro. In the spring, when most 
of the snow was gone, Tom would go back to the homestead and cut 
wood and logs to sell. 

In 1952 Tom married Willie "Cricket" Crocket. Cricket was 
a nurse and they lived at her place on Portland Ave in Medford. 
Tom worked in the woods or for mills and continued to sell timber 
from the homestead. 

In 1955 Tom and Cricket bought the ranch on Highway 140 
above C2, which he spent three years logging. After most of the tim- 
ber was gone, Tom got into several ranching ventures. First he raised 
rabbits for commercial sale. The only thing Tom knew about rabbits 
was that he saw jackrabbits run across the road in front of him. Later 
he tried his hand at raising milk cows and dairy calves. That lasted 
another four years. Then, with his brother Earl, they started in the 
beef cattle business, raising cows and calves. They were able to 
secure a federal range grazing allotment on Hepsey Mountain and 
another on Wagner Mountain and the Little Applegate area. After 
Tom and Earl retired from the cattle business, Tom sold his ranch to 
Don Straw, retaining a lifetime residence in the house where he and 
Cricket lived the remainder of their lives. 

Tom never missed a sale at the 
Rogue Valley Livestock Auction. For the 

past 30 years all he ever bought was a 
hamburger, except the time he bought a 
mule for me. Tom let on that he’d done 
lots of farming with mules so I told him 
if he ever saw a good pack mule buy it 
for me. One 104 degree day he found me 
one. But instead of one there were two. | 
asked why; he said that the guy told him, 
“If you buy one you'll have to take the 
other one, too.” Well, that should give 

<=] you an idea about those mules right 
Cricket and Tom Tibbits there! We were dropping one off in a 
corral at my house. Everything seemed fine until that mule heard the 
metal gate squeak. He just started leaning back. Now I had a good 
healer dog, and he came around and healed that mule for me. That 
worked just a little bit worse than an electric prod. When the mule 
went by me, my arm got a half hitch on the rope. I was drug halfway 
down the road. My blue jeans were torn off at the knees. It was a 
regular rodeo. After three hours in an emergency room, four hundred 
dollars in medical bills, and a week off of work, | got my ribs back 
in shape. I decided I wasn’t going to keep that mule—I was going to 
give it to Tom! Now Tom was no dummy either, so he took those 
mules back to the auction. That’s how | got into the mule business, 
and that’s why I buy my own mules to this day. 

I enjoved riding the trails with Tom in the Sky Lakes wil- 
demess. For many years he’d come with me to look after my cows. 
After I retired, I'd take Tom on weeklong trips because he liked it so 
much. He loved to camp out and rough it, taking just a tarp and a 
little food. We'd always hope our horses didn’t get loose, but Tom’s 
usually did, and we'd usually be rounding his horse up at midnight. 

Tom and Cricket shared their life together until she passed 
away on April 22, 2000. Tom was a fifty-year member of the Central 
Point A.F. & A.M. Tom was well read and could quote the Bible 
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with the best of them. He was a believer. He leaves behind many 
relatives, including me. Tom will be missed in this community. 


Helen Barrow—83 year old Eagle Point resident—is Honored 
Helen Barrow spent four years : I 
teaching grades one to eight in a one- \ 
room schoolhouse in Lake Creek-—-the 
same one she attended as a child. Her 
class averaged twenty-five students on 
a good day, some of whom still reside 
in Lake Creek. She gave 36 years of 
her life to education as teacher, libra- 
rian, principal, administrator, and 
board member. It was voted that the 
Eagle Rock Media Center in Eagle 
Point be named the Helen E. Barrow 
Media Center in honor of long years of 
service and dedication to our children. 


Dorothy Coy MacDougall 
by Jeannie Bruce 

Dorothy lives in White City and her home is exactly that, a 
home. It is not one of those pristine, hardly-lived-in residences 
where visitors are careful not to muss the sofa cover, but rather a 
welcoming one where guests need to remove an ongoing project 
from a chair in order to find themselves a seat. The scene captivated 
me. Set back in the corners, waiting for the weather to improve, 
stood adorable, hand-painted deck ornaments. Two nearly completed 
puzzles occupied a card table. Chairs piled high with stuffed animals 
and intriguing looking, craft-type projects, begged investigating. Oh, 
and the stacks of well-loved books beckoned me (my favorite past 
time). But there was Dorothy herself, sitting in a comfortable stuffed 
chair, a TV tray beside her, and a foot stool strategically positioned. 

I enjoyed being invited to tour the crowded, but tidy, spare 
rooms filled with a lifetime of precious mementos, then, greatest 
treasures of all, her hand made quilt tops. Dorothy’s current project, 
an intricately designed and color coordinated pattern, is causing a 
dilemma because the top needs to be bigger, but the pattern just 
won't work on another row. 

Dorothy’s yard is just as unique as her house. Wind chimes 
set the mood in landscaped nooks and crannies, but most glorious of 
all is a flowerbed, a massive carpet of iris. This patch contains over 
one thousand varieties, which she generously shares with her 
friends. Dorothy is an independent gal, and her hearty laugh fills the 
room as she recounts a 
recent confrontation 
with a neighbor, an eld- 
erly gentlemen, who 
tried to insist on mowing 
her lawn. 

Dorothy’s an- 
cestors moved to the 
Rogue Valley in 1853, 
homesteading near Roxy 
Ann. A link with Wil- 
liam Bradford, who 
came over on the May- 
flower, is a recent dis- 
covery. Born on the 
family’s Eagle Point 


Dorothy Coy MacDougall 
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farm in October of 1913, Dorothy attended school in Climax where 
she did lots of her growing up. She moved back to Eagle Point for 
high school, graduating in 1931. 

Dorothy’s memory is getting a little rusty and some things, 
sadly, are entirely gone, but she can’t forget the endless boring hours 
spent at the tedious task of sheep tending in Climax when she was a 
little girl, Another recollection that brings a shudder involved her 
father’s gentle draft team. He tied team and wagon to the yard gate. 
As Dorothy ambled outside with her little brother in tow, the horses 
took exception to an open umbrella. Stampeding down the driveway, 
horses, gate, fence, and wagon ended in a jumbled mess at the road. 

A risqué aunt and her automobile escapades rank highest 
for fun in Dorothy’s remembrance. This uninhibited lady, Dorothy's 
favorite aunt, would throw her reputation to the wind and race down 
the road letting the children experience the thrill of high velocity in 
her Model T. 

Dorothy is slowing a bit. The hardest part of this growing 
old business is giving up her driver's license—something to do with 
turning ninety last fall. It is a good thing there are faithful friends 
and relatives that enjoy her company and take her places. She still 
belongs to the Eagle Point Senior Center, Eagle Point Garden Club, 
VFW Auxiliary, Eagle Point Grange, Eagle Point Historical Society, 
Rogue River Garden Club, and the Jacksonville Museum Quilters. 
Family and friends are still the recipients of her lovely quilt tops. 
Her daughter talks of looking after her one of these days, but Doro- 
thy claims, “My daughter is the one that will need looking after!” 


A Fabulous Forward From The Internet 
Author Unknown 

I grew up in the fifties with practical parents—a mother, 
God love her, who washed aluminum foil after she cooked in it, then 
reused it. She was the original recycle queen, before they had a name 
for it. A father who was happier getting old shoes fixed than buying 
new ones. Their marriage was good, their dreams focused. Their best 
friends lived barely a wave away. I can see them now, dad in trou- 
sers, t-shirt and a hat and mom in a housedress pushing a lawn 
mower in one hand, dishtowel in the other. It was the time for fixing 
things—a curtain rod, the kitchen radio, screen door, the oven door, 
and the hem on a dress. Things we keep. 

It was a way of life and sometimes it made me crazy, all 
that refixing, reheating, renewing, I wanted just once to be wasteful. 
Waste meant affluence. Throwing things away meant there'd always 
be more. But then my mother died, and on that clear summer's night, 
in the warmth of the hospital room, I was struck with the pain of 
learning that sometimes there isn't anymore. Sometimes what we 
care about most gets all used up and goes away . . . never to return. 

So while we have it, it's best we love it, care for it, fix it 
when it's broken, and heal it when it's sick. This is true for marriage, 
old cars, children with bad report cards, dogs with bad hips, and ag- 
ing parents and grandparents. We keep them because they are worth 
it—because we are worth it. Some things we keep. Like a best friend 
that moved away, or a classmate we grew up with. There are just 
some things that make life important, like people we know who are 
special, and so, we keep them close. 


Red Rock Cowboy Church 
by Bill Jackson ; 
The Red Rock Cowboy Church meets in Lake Creek at five 
pm every Saturday evening. Pastor Mark Albertson, was born in 
Lakeview. His parents sold farm equipment and had a ranch. Mark 
Was raised on the ranch, later worked in a sawmill, and eventually 
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moved to Medford. He attended church as a youth, but in 1989, after 
hearing Jon Courson of Applegate Fellowship, he discovered a better 
way. He was baptized on Father's Day in 1997 and started the walk 
that would change his life. He attended Table Rock Fellowship 
church, and it was there he started thinking about a different kind of 
church. While visiting in Texas, he attended a Cowboy Church and 
felt the Lord called him to start a house of worship that catered to 
cowboys, ranchers, sheepherders and loggers—people that were 
uncomfortable going to a regular church on Sunday. 

The Cowboy Church was started in a barn on Old Stage 
Road, February 15, 2003. After two months they found facilities in 
Lake Creek that Pastor Mark felt would better suit the needs of his 
congregation. Meeting at the Pioneer Hall in Lake Creek in the sum- 
mertime, they began looking for something larger. Now the church 
gathers in a barn on Cascade Ranch. 


Red Rock Cowboy Church with Pastor Mark Albertson 


Pastor Mark’s vision is to “capture the wild sheep”—people 
who went to church in their youth but quit for various reasons. The 
lost, the lonely and folks looking for a new direction in their life are 
the ones he is seeking. The growth of the church shows that Pastor 
Mark is offering something that touches people’s hearts, and that 
God is blessing this church. It is filled to overflowing every Satur- 
day. Before the service, there is a dinner. After everyone is fed, the 
service begins with music and singing. The band is made up mostly 
of cowboys playing guitars, a fiddle, a steel guitar, and a mandolin. 
Three girl singers complete the group. I found the people warm and 
friendly with a welcoming attitude. Everyone is greeted with a hand- 
shake, a smile, and an invitation to eat and join in the meeting. 


Historical Society Financial Situation 

In September of last year the Jackson County commission- 
ers and the Southern Oregon Historical Society reached an agree- 
ment resulting in reduced funding until 2008, at which time all mon- 
ies will be cut. The Lake Creek Historical Society has had to imple- 
ment strict budget cuts. We would like to thank our members for 
past support and ask that you commit with us to keep our organiza- 
tion viable, and. ultimately save our history. We regret that we are 
unable to host our annual Civil War Reenactment due to the cuts. 
However we remain committed to preserving our history and draw- 
ing the community together by honoring our old time members and 
introducing new members, and the public, to the colorful history of 
our area. We do this through our many events including Cowboy 
Days and Pioneer Days. Please aid us in our efforts by attending our 
functions, helping with fundraising events, and sponsoring this let- 
ter. We are here for you but we can’t survive without your support. 
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The Pioneer Hall displayed Teresa Schleigh’s artwork 
over twenty pencil and oil prints—including her latest, Horse Thief 
Moon. The hall also featured displays from ranches in the Lake 
Creek area, including C2 Ranch, Cascade Ranch, Double D Ranch, 
Ben Millard, Tonn/Messal/Peile/Schleigh families, Grissom family, 
Hanscom horse pack display, Bruce’s draft horse display, and other 
items of interest including Texas long horns, a stuffed beaver, cou- 
gar, and twin fawns. Lowell Nelson and Viola Amos contributed 
many items, including antique guns, horse tack, and a Bell tele- 
phone. A special thank you to the Pietilas for many hours of help. 
The public ts invited to stop in and view the remaining displays. 


Bill Nussbaum 


Loren Walch Don Grisson 


Branding irons included those belonging to: Shirley Stone, 
Don Straw (Tibbits), Nancy (Stanley) Stevens, Helen Wolgamott 
(Samuel Hamish), Lloyd Walch & John Walch Jr., Lowell Nelson, 
Viola Amos. Ben Millard (EZ Bar Ranch), Jerilyn Watson (Will 
Hansen & Gerald Hansen & John Walch), Gordon Stanley, Norman 
Walch (Frank Nygren), Travis Walch, Loren Walch (Buck and Lou 
Walch & Carl Nygren), Chuck Bruce (Cascade Ranch), Tage 
(Stanley) Lewis, Bill Jones (Jim Coonan), Dennis Boren, Mike 
Boren, Don Grissom, Bill Nussbaum, Gordon Stanley, Bobbie Fry, 
Don Grissom, and Wayne Marshall. 


Gordon Stanley & Tage Chuck Bruce & Travis Daniels 
(Stanley) Lewis from Cascade Ranch 


Photographs Courtesy of Bill Jackson and Jeannie Bruce Mike Boren and Wayne Marshall Ben Millar 
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Vera Walch talking about Leonard Wayne Marshall sharing 
—— Bradshaw stories about Tom Tibbits 
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Above: Tom Tibbits, Buck Walch & Wes Householder touring 
Lake Creek barns. Below: Meyers barn is 80 years old. 
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Garden Tips: Pest removal the natural way 
by Jeannie Bruce 

As many of us amateur gardeners discover at this time of 
year, with the planting of our precious outdoor plants comes the re- 
lentless advance of bugs, bugs and more bugs! I've done a little 
homework and discovered that sprinkling diatomaceous earth 
(available at most garden stores) around the plant’s base can discour- 
age many of these miniature monsters. It causes creatures like slugs, 
snails, and aphids to dehydrate and die after they crawl across it. 

An effective caterpillar tonic involves simmering 4 pound 
of wormwood leaves in 2 cups of water for thirty minutes. Strain the 
leaves, add 2 tablespoons of Murphy’s Oil Soap (wood furniture 
cleaner) and 2 more cups of warm water. Generously apply this to 
your plants and repeat the treatment until the caterpillars are com- 
pletely gone. 

Wasps are a problem in this area, especially around hum- 
mingbird feeders and at picnics. To get rid of these persistent pests, 
pour some water into a milk jug and place it near the wasps’ nest. 
They fly into the jug for a drink and drown. Another way to discour- 
age the little beasts is to spray the nest with a tonic consisting of | 
cup plant shampoo, | cup of tobacco tea*, and | cup of antiseptic 
mouthwash. 

Have any of you tried, like I did, to grow tomatoes in a 
greenhouse only to see them destroyed by spider mites? Here is a 
sure fire way to rid yourself of those wretched creatures without 
hurting your plants. Mix 4 cups of wheat flour, 2 cup of buttermilk, 
and 5 gallons of water in a hand held sprayer, and spray the plant to 
the point of runoff. This will suffocate the petite predators. Good 
luck with your gardening endeavors. 


*Place 3 fingers of any type of chewing tobacco into pantyhose (the toe) and soak it 
ina gallon of hot water until the mixture is dark brown. Store in a cool, dark place. 


Health Issues: Fermented vegetables 
by John Schileppi, L. Ac. 

The chemicals produced in sauerkraut provide our bodies 
with the chemical indol 3, which helps us to process hormones that 
rise and fall during a woman’s monthly cycle. This is done in a way 
that is non-toxic to the liver. Just two tablespoons of sauerkraut a 
day will provide our bodies with enough chemical indol 3 to provide 
what is needed. The Korean version of sauerkraut is called Kimchi, 
something that is eaten daily as a condiment by that ethnic popula- 
tion. Korean women do not suffer from PMS. Every culture has 
some version of this type of food. 

The cabbage used in sauerkraut is still raw, so its vitamin C 
has not been lost. If a person doesn’t get 35 milligrams a day of vita- 
min C from fresh fruits and vegetables, after 30 days scurvy takes 
effect. It is said that, at one time, half the British navy died of scurvy 
until sauerkraut and limes were introduced into sailors’ diets. All of 
Western Europe used sauerkraut, or versions of it. 

In her book, Annelies Schoneck says: “Organic acids pre- 
sent in fermented milk and vegetable products play an important roll 
in the health of old people as they aid a digestive system that is 
growing more and more feeble.” 


Recipe Selections 
Sauerkraut — by Kim Schileppi (makes one quart) 


| medium cabbage, cored and shredded 

] TBL caraway seeds 

1 TBL sea salt 

4 TBL whey (if not available use an additional 1] tablespoon salt) 
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In a bowl, mix cabbage with caraway seeds, sea salt and 
whey. Pound with a wooden pounder or a meat hammer for about 10 
minutes to release juices. Place in a quart-sized, wide-mouth mason 
jar and press down firmly with a pounder or meat hammer until 
juices come to the top of the cabbage. The top of the cabbage should 
be at least | inch below the top of the jar. Cover tightly and keep at 
room temperature for about 3 days before transferring to cold stor- 
age. Though it may be eaten immediately, it improves with age. 


Chicken Tortillas — by Maxine Jackson (from my mother-in-law) 


12 tortillas dipped in hot oil — drain. 
2 cans cream of chicken soup 
¥, cup water or chicken broth with 4 oz can chopped chilies added 
% cup chopped green onion 
Sliced olives (optional) 
1 cup sour cream 
2 cups chicken cubes — may use more 
1 cup grated cheddar cheese 

Mix soup and broth together and warm. Add chilies, green 
onion and sour cream. Place % of this mixture in a baking dish. Mix 
chicken, cheese, olives and put into the tortillas. Place on top of mix- 
ture in baking dish. Pour remaining soup over tortillas. Bake @ 325 
degrees for 45 minutes. 


Baked Beans — by Maxine Jackson (these are the best smelling 
beans in the world, great for any barbeque) 


% |b bacon — diced 
4 large onions — diced 
4 cloves of garlic — minced 
¥, cup packed brown sugar 
Y cup cider vinegar 
2 TBL molasses 
I tsp salt 
I tsp dry mustard 
3 — 18 oz jars baked beans in molasses 
2 — 16 oz cans Jima beans, drained 
2 — 15 oz cans butter beans, drained 
1 — 20 oz can kidney beans — drained 

Cook bacon till brown. Remove bacon and reserve 3 Tbs 
drippings. Add onions and garlic to drippings in pan. Cook 5 min- 
utes. Add brown sugar, vinegar, molasses, salt and dry mustard. 
Cover and simmer 10 minutes. In 4 qt. Casserole, place sugar mix- 
ture, bacon, baked beans and remaining ingredients. Mix until 
blended. Bake uncovered at 350 for 1 % hours (stir after the first 
hour). Enjoy! 


Layered Pea Salad — by Jeannie Bruce (a popular and attractive 
salad suitable for any occasion) 


Layer the following in a casserole dish: 
Lettuce — almost a head 
Y% cup chopped onion — red or green 
| package Frozen peas — thawed slightly 
| can shrimp — drained (may use frozen) 
1 can sliced water chestnuts — drained 
| cup mayonnaise or miracle whip 
I cup grated cheddar cheese 
3 hard boiled eggs — sliced 

Sprinkle top with lots of paprika. This salad tastes best if it 
sits overnight in the refrigerator. 
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Apple Nut Cake — by Maxine Jackson (cake gets more moist over 
time—best if made a day ahead or freeze for unexpected company) 


Mix together: 

2 beaten eggs 

Y cup oil 

2 cups sugar (white or brown) 

4 cups fresh diced apples with peclings on 
2 tsp vanilla 


Sift together and add to other mixture: 
2 cups flour 
I tsp salt 
1 tsp cinnamon 
1 tsp soda 
1 cup chopped nuts 
Sprinkle with powdered sugar or serve with whipped cream 
or frosting. Bake @ 3500 for 40 minutes in a 9°x13” glass pan. 


Ralph Wehinger Memorial 
by Ron Walch 

Those of you who are familiar with the history of Lake 
Creek will recognize such names as: Farlow, Tonn, Meyer, Messal, 
McCailiaster and Hanley. Many families carved their ranches and 
farms out of the Lake Creek wilderness, raised their families, and 
lived out their lives, passing their legacy to future generations. 

In December 2002, Lake Creek lost one of its modern day 
pioneers, Ralph Wehinger. He was a man of vision and boundless 
energy. His contributions to Jackson County and the State of Oregon 
Were many. 

Ralph saw the need to preserve our rich Lake Creek heri- 
tage and went to work. He formed the Lake Creek Historical Soci- 
ety, becoming the first president. Since LCHS needed a facility to 
call home, he negotiated with the Lake Creek Community Club for 
the old Community Hall. He also obtained a long-term lease from 
Cascade Ranch for the land upon which the building sits. He then 
found the funding necessary to renovate the building and bring it to 
moder standards, at the same time preserving the hall’s original 
character. Once completed, the hall’s name was changed to Pioneer 
Hall. It functions as LCHS offices and hosts community events. 

Another of Ralph’s major achievements was the restoration 
and preservation of Lost Creek Covered Bridge. When Ralph began 
the project, the bridge needed major restoration. Ralph put together 
the funding required to completely remove the bridge from its foot- 
ings, and make all the needed repairs. Today the bridge is visited by 
thousands of people each year, many from foreign countries. 


Muriel Cleveland (Ralph’s mother) and Laura Wehinger 


On November 15, 2003, family and friends gathered at the 
Lost Creek Covered Bridge to dedicate a lasting memorial to a man 
who did so much for his community. Current LCHS President, Ron 
Walch, opened with a few words and introduced Jackson County 
Commissioner Sue Kupillas, who gave the keynote address. The 
ceremony concluded with Ralph’s wife, Laura unveiling the granite 
monument, which rests appropriately next to the covered bridge. 

Those of you who have not visited the Lost Creek Covered 
Bridge lately are invited to take a beautiful summer drive and see the 
new memorial honoring a modern day pioneer. 


Jefferson State Regulators — Cowboy Action Shooting Club 
by Jeannie Bruce 
Cowboy sharpshooters visited Lake Creek for our first an- 
nual Cowboy Days event. Onlookers were given demonstrations of 
different weapons and witnessed excellent sharp shooting by tal- 
ented marksmen. 


Kevin Nussbaum and David Morris (above) belong to the 
Jefferson State Regulators, a shooting club that meets every third 
Saturday of the month at the Ashland Gun Club’s shooting range. 
Five stages are set up (a stage includes a loading/unloading table and 
a set of targets strategically placed). Each participant is given a 
background scenario to set the stage for his or her part of the compe- 
tition. 

Period correctness in weapons and dress is important to 
club members. Cowboy outfits before the twentieth century are ac- 
ceptable in dress and guns. Members of the club must have at least 
two single-action revolvers with a gun belt and holsters. Lever ac- 
tion rifles and double barrel or pump shotguns are also used in 
matches. Safety is of paramount importance and rules are strictly 
enforced. 

This local Cowboy Action Shooting Club was started in 
1997 by a dozen charter members. They adopted the rules and guide- 
lines developed by the first Single Action Shooting Society, called 
the Wild Bunch, which just held their 23" annual match. They meet 
monthly in Ashiand, and their annual shoot attracts ninety plus com- 
petitors and their families. The event serves as a competition, bazaar, 
right of passage, history lesson, reunion, and a chance to visit. 

Due to its emphasis on family participation, Cowboy Ac- 
tion Shooting is the fastest growing shooting sport in the country 
today. Families’ travel to events where men, women, and juniors 
compete within their own classes. Women and juniors can also 
choose to compete against men. There are often chili feeds after 
matches and annual Christmas parties where everyone dresses up in 
Victorian style clothing. Certificates are given as prizes for shooting 
to discourage the highly competitive. Valuable prizes are given out 
only as door prizes. For more information on the Jefferson State 
Regulators contact Col. Cornelius Gilliam at (541) 734-8509. 
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Nieghborhood News good food, fun, and especially good visiting. A particularly grateful 
[Charley] mother was able to send photos of the event to her son in 


Iraq. The family is looking forward to doing it again soon. 


Bill and Jane Jones Marricd 

Bill Jones grew up in 
Central Point where his family still 
lives. He started working at C2 
Ranch in November of 1988. This 
February, he took over manage- 
ment of the ranch. Bill started at- 
tending Red Rock Cowboy Church 
when it moved to Lake Creek a 
year ago. Bill, a singer/guitar 
player and a cowboy, met Jane 
Sandvigen while attending Red 
Rock. Their first date was the day 
Bill became worship leader of the 
church's band. 

Jane was born in Eastern 
Oregon and resided in Lake Creek 
for ins yeas, working at Erickson Left to right: Lincoln Charley, Opal Charley Monia, Clarabel Charley 
Aircrane in Medford as an engi- — storm, Ruby Charley Pruett, Eunice Charley Richardson, and Rosa Lee 


Bill, Jane and Angel Jones 


neering analyst. In December of Charley Young seated in front of the Charley Cabin in Lake Creek 
2003, Bill and Jane surprised, delighted, and honored the Red Rock : 
congregation by celebrating their marriage at the end of a Saturday Earl King and Jeani McKeever Married in the Park 
night service. Theirs was the first wedding to be held in the old barn. Jeani McKeever has lived on South Fork since 1978. She is 


They now reside in the manager’s house at C2 Ranch and president of The Cutting Edge Ministries and editor of two newslet- 
Jane is the new horse handler for the Coonan family. They love Lake ters, as well as author of three books. Jeani met Earl King while rid- 
Creek and the Red Rock people have become their family. They are ing with the Jackson County Sheriff's Posse. Earl is a contractor, 
looking forward raising Bill’s daughter, Angel and spending the rest building in the valley for 30 years with King Construction. Jeani and 
of their lives together serving the Lord and doing His will. Earl were married this winter. They held a public celebration and 

reception on May 22 at the Lake Creek Pioneer Hall and park. 
Charley Reunion 2003 
by Jeannie Bruce 

Reunions are not a new thing for the Charley family. In 
1983 Eunice (Charley) Richardson put on one that boasted of 340 
relatives in attendance. The Lake Creek Historical Society hosted a 
reunion for the Charley family in September 2003 at the Pioneer 
Hall and park. Relations came from all over to celebrate this won- 
derful pioneer family. Eunice commented that she had a hard time 
keeping track of all the youngsters running around the park. 

Of the ten original Charley children, three are deceased: 
Boyd (born ninety one years ago in the famous Waverly Cottage in 
Medford), Garrel, and Wesley. All of the remaining siblings were 
able to attend the reunion except Clinton who lives in Yukon, Okla- 
homa. He was very sad to have missed it. Eunice declared that it 
was quite an endeavor for the Historical Society to host such an 
event, and the Charley clan was thrilled to attend. She said it was a 
beautiful day, warm without being too hot, and there was lots of 


Charley 


Reunion 


2003 


essen LEE 
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The Lake Creek Store and Café 

The Lake Creek Store and Café changed hands last fall. The 
Garrisons retired, and Craig Anders and his son, Jeremy are the new 
proprietors, along with Gwen Jones. Craig has lived in The Rogue 
Valley his whole life. He loves the outdoors and enjoys all types of 
sports including hunting, fishing and water skiing. Jeremy, a gradu- 
ate of Cascade Christian High School, has had cooking experience at 
the Jacksonville Inn, the McCully House, and the Asian Grill. Gwen 
was home schooled in the Shady Cove area. They all run the store 
and café together. Craig claims, “It’s a family affair!” LCHS mem- 
bers are invited to stop in to say, “Hi,” and enjoy a good meal. 


Lake Creek Community Christmas Party 

The 2003 Christmas party was a huge success. Kathy 
Grissom, the chief organizer, did a wonderful job. Fred Thomas do- 
nated two hams and two turkeys from the Shady Cove Market. The 
meal was fantastic, especially the meat prepared by Dwight and 
Ginny Pech. A jolly Santa Claus gave the children their gifts. 
Jeannie Bruce recited “The Cremation of Sam Magee,” a poem by 
Robert Service. Ed Allen read “A Red Neck Version of The Night 
Before Christmas,” and Ed’s karaoke encouraged much singing and 
merriment. It was a wonderful party. Please join us next year. 


Upcoming events 
“Childhood Memories” Doll Show coming to the Pioneer Hall 


The Annual Doll 
Show is coming to Lake 
Creek on August 21, from 10 
am to 4 pm. This year’s theme 
will be “Childhood Memo- 
ties,” and dolls will be dis- 
played from all eras. There 
will be many collectors in 
attendance with their original 
dolls. Shirley Temple dolls 
will be featured as well as 
wardrobe dolls and their ac- 
cessories. Some Dionne Quin- 
tuplets from 1935 will also be 
on display. There are collec- 
tions too numerous to name. 
Bleuette, a reproduction 
French doll that comes with a 
trunk and wardrobe, will be 
the raffle item this year. 


reer ee PPE peel } 


The Southern Oregon Doll Collectors (SODC), are affili- 
ated with the United Federation of Doll Collectors (UFDC). UFDC, 
a non-profit organization, was incorporated on June 23, 1949. The 
club's goal is to encourage and enhance the research, education, con- 
servation, collecting, and appreciation of dolls. Club members sup- 
port all aspects of doll related creativity and collecting. Their motto, 
“As we work together today, we preserve yesterday for tomorrow.” 
Through doll shows they educate and stimulate interest with the dis- 
plays of dolls and even some toys. SODC has eighteen members 
who meet monthly. 


Step Back In Time on July 10th 


The Lake Creek Historical Society is bringing us a taste of 
the past on Saturday, July 10, with an antique show and auction at 
the Pioneer Hall. Come join the fun and see antique car clubs and 
motorcycle clubs display their vehicles in the ball field behind the 
store throughout the day. Military exhibits from WWII to the present 
will be presented. The public is invited to bring their antiques to be 
judged by the LCHS Board Members (advanced bookings only). 
Winners in “Most Unique Antique” and “Oldest Antique,” will be 
announced at 12:30 pm. Winning exhibits will receive dinner for 
two at the Lake Creek Café. New Horizons will provide big band 
music from 1:30 p.m. to 2:30 p.m., and there will be ballroom danc- 
ing demonstrations. Food venders will be on site and children’s 
games will be ongoing. LCHS is looking for different things to auc- 
tion, including good quality items, getaways, recreational packages, 
and even dinners in your home. For information call Kathy at 826- 
1513. Help support LCHS because history matters. 


Old Time Fiddlers — Join them on July third at the Walch Memo- 
rial Wayside Park. The OTF will hold a potluck at noon with music 
from one to four. Shirley Stone will be part of the band playing a 
bass bucket, sometimes called a gut bucket. Come and join the fun, 


Lake Creek Country Bazaar — Booth space is a $10.00 donation. 
Bazaars will be held on the last Saturday of each month through the 
summer: June 26, July 31, and August 28. Setup time is 8:30 am; 
open 10 am to 2 pm. Booths are on the lawn beside the creek. To 
reserve a space call Kathy at 826-1513. 


Pioneer Hall Display featuring Teresa Schleigh’s art work and dis- 
plays from local ranches is ongoing. 


Pioneer Days—September 25th. Watch your mailbox for details! 
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New Members of the Lake Creek 
Historical Society 2003-2004: 


Jerry and Debra Hannaford 
Donald and Jacqueline Klingle 
Elmer and Marilyn Maloney 
Elmer and Colesta Bailey 
Rocky Bergman 

David and Barbara Lesh 
Keith and Nancy Lilly 

Tom Lilly 

Kenny and Bonnie Nutter 
Rollie and Marlene Pean 
Ruby Pruett 

Ralph and Janice Sikkink 
Ervin and Hazel Siebrecht 
Elliot Statler 

Mert and Erlene Thompson 
Bob and Clara Walch 

Caleb and Lisa Bruce 


Travis and Heidi Daniels 
Irene Edwards 

Lois Huntley 

Stewart and Monika Nussbaum 
Bill and Jean Nussbaum 
Kenny and Margaret Walch 
Fran Wine 

William and Marjorie Wright 
Wilbur and Muriel Cleveland 
Mark and Connie Shuey 
Wayne and Alice Marshall 


Newsletter Sponsors 

Bill and Maxine Jackson 
Ron and Judy Walch 

Gregg and Ramie Grissom 
Albert and Tanaya Kyne 
Jack and Jeani King 
Antelope Ladies Social Club 


Bradshaw: 


Janet Stocks 
Don Klingle 
Byron Mikkelson 
Doris Grosch 

Elmer Maloney 

Dan Hamann 
Gwendolyn Campbell 
Theo Hoffman 
Claude Waddell 

Don Grissom 
Ralph Wyant 


Donations 2003-2004: 


Coonan 


poke Creek Cféistorical Society 


Jhese local businesses are sponsors of the fake Creek fetter 


DOVELAND Cascade Real Estate 


NOU ER se 


R Y 


Containers of all types - Landscape Plants - Tours 


5075 So. Fork L.B. Creek 
Eagle Point, OR 97524 


3 1/2 miles past Lake Creek Store—Closed Mon. & Thurs 


5G( - 


Summer 2004 


Rex & Diane West 
541-826-4954 


526 - 5000 
WWM, cuengreenballroout. cout 


The Lake Creek Letter 


Don Grissom, Broker 
Stan Deupree 
Ed Peile 


10886 Highway 62, Eagle Point 
826-3656 


1-800-343-4165 


BOB LACY 


5267 S Fork Little Butte Creek Road 
Eagle Point, Oregon 97524 
541-826-9326 


CLASSY CARS 


Restorations 
Show Quality Painting 
Classic Replicas Built to Order 
Metal Finishing 
Journeyman Machinist 
Trailer Transport Provided 


Donations on behalf of Leonard 


Southern Oregon Doll Collectors 
C2 Cattle Company — Lurline 
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fake Creek fetter Sponsors 


Terry Hanscom Scott Grissom 


Real Estate Broker 
(541) 830-8802 
Business (541) 826-4181 
Residence (541) 826-3645 
Cellular/VM (541) 944-4738 2 = Timber Stand Improvement 
Fax (541) 826-4106 ; \ oR Low Impact Logging 
=. — : Land Clearing 
<> Windermere/Trails End Real Estate a> os a Dp Fire Hazard Removal 
Windermere 1444S. Shasta Ave. / P.O. Box 1197 By wis Road Building 
Eagle Point, Oregon 97524 Hes Gare Small Dozer Work 


CASCADE NORWEGIAN FJORDS 
A HORSE FROM THE PAST — 
THE HORSE OF THE FUTURE 


Jean Nussbaum 


Lt ee REGISTERED NORWEGIAN FJORD HORSES 
lussbaum AAdult Poster Care NEWBORNS AND YEARLINGS 


We Specialize in Good Care STUD SERVICE BY “ELCO” 
323 Pawnee CHUCK & JEANNIE BRUCE 
. > 1) 826-8309 
Medford, OR 97501 (541) 858-1947 380 LAKE CREEK Loop RD. eae oo a 239 
EAGLE POINT, OREGON 


JOHN F. SCILEPPI, L. Ac. 
Acupuncture, Botanical Medicine, 
Nutritional Consultation & Neuromuscular Therapy 


Medford Oaks RV Park © 
7049 Highway 140 
Eagle Point, Oregon 97524 


I-S/Exit 30 AS 


Owners: Sandy and Sharon Waterhouse 
(541) 826-5103 - Fax (541) 826-5984 


www.traditionforlongevity.com 
Www.qualitynutrients.com 


Malibu Natural Health Center, Inc. Natural Health Center 
29169 Heathercliff Rd., #218 1965 Hilt Rd. 
Malibu, CA 90965 Hilt, CA 96044 
(310) 457-6413 (800) 447-9773 (530) 475-3109 


S Dozer Work Backhoe Work 
Pads, Roads, Pipe lines, Electrical lines, Curtain drains, Ponds, Foundations, Demolitions 


Stewart Nussbaum ° 2 -.9 Phone: (541) 826-2343 
5597 S.F.L.B. Creek Rd. SUSE Plain DIggin Pager: (541) 814-0923 
Eagle Point, OR 97524 CCB# 142118 


(ee Se 
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jake Creek fetter Sponsors 


ee Orckon ass La DOTIVADAH», Howdy ya’all and Welcome! 
Church Office: : 
3385 Brophy Rd. 
Eagle Point, OR 97524 
Mailing Address: 
P.O. Box 3788 
Central Point, OR 97502 
Pastor Mark Albertson 


» “No, dear brothers and sisters, 1 
am still not all I should be, but I 
am focusing all my energies on 

this one thing: forgetting the past 
and looking forward to what lies 
ahead, I strain to reach the end of 
the race and receive the prize for 
godscowboys@msn.com 3, which God, through Christ Jesus, 
Phone: (541) 830-3222 is calling us up to heaven.” 
Fax: (541) 830-4223 re KE RAURRORREL CRS Philippians 3:13-14 


yore 


ps. a 


r vy 
enn” 


SBB25.. 
joree UL 


Lake Creek Restaurant & General Store Inc. 


Open for dinners on Friday and Saturday Craig Anders, President 1562 S. Fork Little Butte Ck. Rd 


nights with pizza to go i 
Restaurant hours: 8 am to 5 pm, Wed. to Sun. Jeremy Anders Car ae wee 
10:30 am to 2 pm, Tuesdays Gwen Jones nee. 
Store hours: 8 am to 10 pm, 7 days a week 


D.P. Countertops & Cabinets 
541-826-1793 


Quality Laminate 
New & Remodel 
Custom Built & Installed 


25 Years Experience 
Lic. #47656 


“The bitterness of poor quality remains long after the sweetness of low price is forgotten.” 


OR LIC. #02942 FASHION FLO ORS CA. LIC. #247577 
STARNET SBnber Commercial Leoring ‘Cogperative 


Office: 541-779-0996 « 
adie Don Straw 


Fax: 541-773-4535 : ; 
427 No. Riverside 


E-mail: floors@medford.net 
www.fashionfloors.org Medford, Oregon 97501 


cn 
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Jeannie Bruce puke Creek Cftistorical Society Jeannie Bruce 
Upcoming fvents 


A Step Back In Time — July 10 Antique Show and Auction Old Time Fiddlers — July third at the Walch Memorial Wayside 
Schedule of events: Park — pot luck at noon, music to follow 


10 am ~ 3 pm Antique Show in the park, antique cars, motorcy- 
cles, and military displays behind the store Pioneer Hall Display — throughout the summer featuring Teresa 
11:30 am — auction starts Schleigh’s art work and displays from local ranches 


12:30 pm — winners of the antique contest announced 


1:30 pm — 2:30 pm big band music and ballroom dancing Childhood Memories Doll Show — August 21, from 10 am to 4 
Children’s games all day! pm in the Pioneer Hall 
Lake Creek Country Bazaar — the last Saturday of each month Pioneer Days — September 25th. Watch your mailbox for details! 


through summer: June 26, July 31, and August 28 


Please check the membership category below, and mail this form with your check to: 
Lake Creek Historical Society 
1739 South Fork Little Butte Creek Road 
Eagle Point, Or. 97524 


___ Family. $ 10 per year ___ Benefactor. $100 per year 
___ Friend $ 25 per year ___ Historian $200 per year 
___ Sponsor $ 50 per year ____Life Member $500 one time 
___Patron $ 75 per year ___Other $ 


Yes! | want to be involved as a Lake Creek Historical Society Volunteer 


Lake Creek Historical Society puis ere 


1739 South Fork Little Butte Creek Road PAID 
Eagle Point, Or. 97524 : 
Permit No. 9 


Eagle Point Or. 97524 


CAR-RT-97586 
POSTAL PATRON 
EAGLE POINT 
OR 97524 
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